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To Freak Or Not To Freak 


Author's Notes: 
My first-ever fanfic. Constructive criticism is welcome, but if you don\'t have anything nice or helpful to say, 


then I\'d appreciate if you kept your thoughts to yourself. 


NOTE: Set during the Load era. 


"If we're going to do this then don't you think we should at least practice?" Kirk suggests. 
"Why?" 
"So we're comfortable with each other. | don't want to do this and have you freak out or something.” 


"Fine," Lars sighs loudly as his cell phone starts ringing. He pulls it out of his jeans pocket and looks at the 


caller ID. "| really need to -" 


Kirk snatches the phone out of Lars’ hand. "No you dont." 


"Heyl" Lars says reaching for the phone. "Give it back!" 


"Nope," Kirk says as he turns the phone off and puts it in his back pocket. "The sooner we do this, the sooner 
you get your precious phone back OK?" 


"Fucker," Lars mutters. 
"OK?" Kirk presses. 
"OK," an agitated Lars huffs. "So how're we gonna do this?" 


"I was thinking something like this," Kirk says stepping towards Lars. He raises a hand behind Lars' head and 


leans in, pressing his lips against the drummer's. 

After a brief moment Lars quickly pulls back and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. "There. Happy?" 
"Nope" 

"Whaddaya mean nope? We kissed. We're done," Lars says with finality. 


"Not even close, Lars," an amused Kirk smiles. "You gotta move your lips, open your mouth, get a bit of tongue 


action happening." 

"Tongue?" Lars queries wide-eyed. "You never said anything about tongues." 
"Well I'm saying it now," Kirk smirks. 

"Forhelvede," Lars curses between clenched teeth. 

"Shall we try this again?" Kirk suggests. 


Lars lets out a long loud sigh, knowing Kirk isn't going to let up and let him get back to his hotel room any time 


soon. He nods. 


Kirk steps closer to Lars, places his hand behind Lars' head and draws him near. Kirk closes his eyes and 
presses his lips against Lars' again. This time he doesn't pull away. Although they're tense, for a brief moment 
Kirk is surprised at just how soft Lars’ lips are. They're soft and warm, and he can't help but open his mouth 
a little to run the tip of his tongue over that soft bottom lip. He increases the pressure a little, requesting 
entry, and smiles inwardly when Lars hesitant lips gradually part. Kirk slowly moves his tongue into Lars’ 
mouth and feels his stomach clench a little when the tip of his tongue touches the tip of Lars’. 


Lars is shocked that he agreed to let Kirk talk him into doing this, but when he feels Kirk's tongue skate over 


his bottom lip, he's even more shocked when his lips part of their own accord. Feeling Kirk's tongue touch the 
tip of his own makes his stomach quiver. He allows his eyes to close as he moves his tongue slowly around 


Kirk's, tasting him. But when Kirk moans into his mouth, he rapidly pulls back 
"You're not actually getting turned on doing this, are you?" Lars asks incredulously. 


“Aren't you?" Kirk retorts as he looks down at Lars' crotch. His jeans are a little tighter than they were a 


couple of minutes ago. 


Lars looks down with horror that he is indeed getting turned on. Then he glances at Kirk's crotch and can 
easily see that Kirk is almost fully hard. He looks back up at Kirk, eyes wide, mouth open but unable to utter a 


single word. 
"l'Il take that as a yes?" Kirk smirks. 


Before Lars can answer, Kirk pulls Lars in for another kiss. Kirk's mouth coerces Lars' to open and he's quick 
to plunge his tongue in, tasting Lars’ tongue again. His tongue swirls around Lars' mouth, gliding over his teeth, 
over the inside of his bottom lip then his top lip, then sweeps along Lars’ tongue. He lets out another moan and 
is pleased when Lars reciprocates with a soft moan of his own. Their noses brush together as Kirk changes 
angles and he moans again when Lars' hand tentatively slides down his waist to rest on his hip. He slides his 
hand from Lars’ head to between his shoulders and pulls his small lithe frame against his. With their bodies 
pressed together Kirk can feel Lars' hardening erection against his own and almost at the same time they 


moan loudly into the other's mouth. 


Kirk pulls back from Lars‘ mouth briefly. "Want you," he pants as he slides his hand between their bodies and 


cups his band mate's bulge. 


Lars lets out a shuddering breath as Kirk starts to palm his crotch. "Ohhh..fuck..” he says breathily as his 
eyes flutter shut. 


He seeks out Kirk's lips, initiating a harder, needier kiss. His tongue delves into Kirk's mouth, sliding over his 
Tongue then across the roof his mouth. The guitarist moans loudly, wantonly as he weaves his fingers through 
Lars‘ hair and begins to grind their cocks together. Lars slides his free hand up Kirk's chest, feeling a hard 
nipple underneath the thin shirt fabric. Kirk whimpers slightly at the touch and snakes his hand from Lars’ 
jeans up over his t-shirt covered stomach to his chest. Lars groans in pleasure and his stomach shudders 


when Kirk's fingers rub over his newly acquired nipple ring. 


"Tell me you want me," Kirk mutters against Lars' ear before licking its shell. He kisses Lars' neck just below 
his ear then skips his lips lower to the crook of his neck. "Tell me you need me," he mutters before clamping 
his lips down on Danish flesh. He sinks his teeth into Lars which makes him moan in pleasurable pain then 
starts to suck the skin into his mouth. This will surely leave a noticeable bruise on an otherwise flawless body. 
Kirk shifts to kiss the underside of Lars' jaw, tasting the sweat that has started to bead on his face. "Tell me 


what you want me to do, Lars," Kirk whispers before kissing him somewhat frantically. 


"Fuck me," Lars mumbles into Kirk's mouth. 

Kirk pulls away, a half-smile on his red and swollen lips. "What was that?" 

"Please, Kirk," Lars pants. His lips are swollen, eyes half-closed, dilated with lust and need. "Fuck me." 
"You sure?" 


Lars responds by pulling Kirk closer and slamming their mouths together in a heated, passionate and deep kiss. 
Lars' trembling hands reach between their bodies to unbutton Kirk's black and white shirt, but soon gives up 
and yanks the shirt open, buttons flying off in different directions. He runs his hand through the hair on Kirk's 
chest then pinches a nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Kirk's head falls back, his mouth hanging open a 
little and he breathes hard. Lars dips his head and sucks in one of the nipples between his teeth, biting it 


gently and eliciting a moan of pleasure from Kirk 


Kirk grips the hem of Lars’ t-shirt and Lars separates himself from Kirk just long enough for the clothing to 
be pulled up and over his head. Kirk presses their chests together, feeling each other's warm naked skin as he 
leans in to claim Lars' mouth once again. Each of them toe their shoes off and unfasten their pants, pushing 
them over their hips and allowing them to slide down around their ankles. Kirk reaches for Lars’ hand and 
guides it to his very hard, very bare cock. Lars' breath hitches fractionally, surprised that Kirk wasn't wearing 


any underwear, but slowly curls his trembling fingers around Kirk's erection 


Kirk gasps at Lars' touch and scrabbles to free Lars of his boxer shorts. Together they step out of their 
clothing then Kirk reaches down to cup Lars’ balls in his hand. Lars releases a broken moan of shocked delight 
as Kirk rolls his balls in his hand. Lars slowly begins stroking his friend's hardness, sliding his hand from root 


to tip and back. He slides his thumb over the head of Kirk's cock and feels the slickness of precum. Kirk shifts 


his attention from the balls to Lars' erection and is surprised to find it already leaking. 


Lars grunts when the back of his legs hit the edge of the bed and he falls back on to the mattress. "Scoot 


up," Kirk orders in a low voice. 

Lars quickly scrambles up the bed until his head rests on the pillows then Kirk crawls on to the bed and slinks 
up over the drummer's body that is now glistening with sweat. Kirk straddles Lars‘ thighs then lowers his 
body down on top to claim another frantically deep kiss. He slowly grinds his hips rubbing their slicked erections 
together. Kirk pulls away from Lars' mouth and is quick to clamp his mouth over the pierced nipple. He flicks 
his tongue over it and pulls on it gently. 

“Ohhh...fuck..Kirk..." Lars manages to utter as his head arches back against the pillow and his hips buck up. 


"Do you wanna feel my dick in you?" Kirk whispers in Lars’ ear. 


"Ja," Lars nods. 


"Do you want me to fuck you slow and gentle or -" 

"Hard." Lars pants. "Fast." 

Kirk sits back a little then leans over to the nightstand, opens the top drawer and pulls out a tube. 
"Whassat?" Lars asks slightly alarmed. 

"Lube. I'm not fucking you dry, babe." 

"Babe?" Lars queries incredulously, raising an eyebrow. 


Kirk just smiles then shuffles back a little and settles himself between Lars’ legs before dipping his head over 
his swollen cock. He wraps his hand around the base to stand it up then gently blows across the purple 
glistening head. 


"Do that again," Lars requests breathily. And Kirk does, Lars gasping a little as his eyes flutter closed. "Oh 
God," he groans as Kirk takes the head of his cock in his mouth. He cracks his eyes open just enough to see 
Kirk slide his lips down over his shaft to the base, taking him all in. "Fandens," Lars moans, feeling the tightness 
of Kirk's throat. "Where the fuck did you learn to do that?" 


Kirk pulls back. "I have my secrets," he says enigmatically before taking Lars into his mouth again. 


Kirk's head bobs up and down, his tongue swirling around the cock in his mouth. He teases the slit then runs 
his tongue along the underside before taking Lars down his throat again. He looks up at Lars’ face and smiles to 
himself upon seeing the Dane's eyes closed and the distinct look of pleasure on his face. While bobbing up and 
down, Kirk picks up the lube, flips open the top and coats two fingers. Putting the tube aside, he gently coaxes 
Lars to bend his knees and open his thighs wider, exposing his pucker. Lars whimpers when Kirk pulls away 
from his slicked cock then tenses slightly when he feels a coolness stroking over his asshole. 


"Relax," Kirk coos. He glides his lubed up finger over Lars’ perineum and hole then increases the pressure 
slightly. Slowly, he pushes his finger into Lars' asshole, feeling the ring of muscle tense. "Relax, baby," Kirk 
soothes. "Relax." He waits a few moments for Lars to relax then gently pushes in further until his finger 


disappears. "How's that feel, baby?" 
"Weird," Lars breathes heavily. "But good" Slowly, Kirk starts moving his finger in and out of Lars. "Fa-faster." 


Kirk obliges and starts thrusting his finger faster. After a few more thrusts, he pulls his finger out then adds 
the second finger, eliciting a loud moan from Lars. He thrusts in and out, scissoring his fingers to stretch Lars’ 
hole, getting him ready for the real thing. Lars starts to writhe on the bed as the pleasure in his body starts 
to build. "Oh fuuuuck," he moans as Kirk crooks his finger and brushes over his prostate. "Ag-again" Kirk 

touches his prostate again causing Lars' hips to buck. He continues thrusting his fingers in and out of Lars’ ass 


until he's satisfied the drummer is ready. 
Lars whimpers again when Kirk withdraws his fingers. "P-please..Kirk.fu-fuck me.." Lars begs. 


Kirk picks up the lube again and squeezes a generous amount into his hand. He tosses the tube aside then 
slicks up his throbbing cock. He places his hands under Lars’ knees and lifts his legs up on to his shoulders 
before getting into position He presses his cock against Lars’ opening then leans down to kiss him and whisper, 
"You do not come until | tell you. Understand?" Lars whimpers in protest. "Do you understand?" he asks firmly. 


Lars nods yes. "Good boy.” 


Kirk leans back a little and watches the head of his cock enter Lars’ ass. "Fuuuck," Lars drawls, wincing slightly 
as the thick cock starts to enter him. Kirk pushes forward past the ring of muscle then pulls back an inch or 
so. He pushes forward again, continuing until his balls finally touch the Dane's. He holds still allowing Lars to get 


used to him. "Fucking move," Lars barks. 


And so he does. He pulls back several inches then thrusts forward all the way in, repeating the action again 
and again and moving faster with each motion. He hooks his arms around Lars’ legs and leans over him, allowing 
himself to get as deep into Lars as possible. He kisses him roughly and when he backs off, he sees Lars’ 
tongue hanging out of his mouth and is quick to claim it, sucking on it hungrily. Lars grasps Kirk's sweaty 
forearms for some stability as the guitarist rapidly thrusts in and out of his ass. The sound of flesh slapping 
against flesh, heavy breathing and moaning are the only sounds that fill the otherwise silent hotel room. 


"Touch yourself, baby," Kirk pants. 


Lars releases his grip on Kirk's left arm and with a trembling hand reaches down to clasp his pulsating cock. He 
feels the precum oozing out of the tip and he smears it down his length before beginning to stroke himself. His 
movements are jerky as Kirk pounds his ass, then he releases a yelp of surprise when Kirk adjusts his angle 
and hits his prostate. "Fuuuuck," Lars drawls in a strained voice. Kirk continues to hit Lars’ sweet spot, 
watching as pleasure and pain fill the Dane's sweaty cherubic features. His eyes are squeezed tight, quivering 
cupid bow lips parted to try and suck in as much air as possible. "Pl-please.." Lars begs as the burn starts to 
fill his stomach and move down towards the cock he is now tugging furiously. "N-need.. to.. c~come.plea- 
please..K-kir-kirk.." 


Kirk can tell Lars is close but not close enough. "Not until | say," he says firmly then leans down and takes the 
pierced nipple between his teeth, pulling on it and causing Lars to let out a pained moan. He sucks on the hard 
pebble, flicking the ring with his tongue and hearing a more pleasurable moan emanate from deep within Lars. 


Feeling the burn increase in the pit of his stomach, Kirk knows he's not going to last much longer. 


Lars' shuddering body starts to tense in preparation for the ultimate release. "K-kirk.. please." he almost cries. 
Beads of sweat roll from Lars‘ forehead and down his temples into his damp hair, then Kirk sees a tear escape 
from the corner of his eye and trail down his reddened cheek. "Kirk." His voice trails off into constant loud 


moans as Kirk expertly hits his prostate over and over again. 


Suddenly Kirk tenses and arches his neck and back as he shoots his load deep into Lars’ ass. "Ho-ly fuuuuck..” 


Kirk drawls as he continues thrusting into Lars to prolong his powerful orgasm. "Fuuuuck..." 


Kirk's quivering arms fail and he slumps on top of Lars' shuddering body. He rests his forehead on Lars’ 
shoulder for a few moments to try and catch his breath then he hears a sob come from Lars. 


'K-kirk.pl-plea-please.." he cries desperately. 

"Fuck," Kirk says sharply, realising he hasn't given Lars the command he so desperately needs to hear. He 
pushes up on shaky arms, seeing tears stream down Lars' face, his fist still around his completely engorged 
cock. "Come for me, baby." 

Lars tenses and with two strokes, screams as come shoots out of his cock; some landing on his stomach, some 
landing on Kirk's chest and stomach. He screams-cries again as the overwhelming orgasm completely consumes 


every fibre of his being; his hot sticky seed continuing to erupt from his now sensitive cock. His body 
shudders and twitches and spasms uncontrollably and his world turns white then black. 


"Lars." He feels a hand touch his chest and give it a gentle shake. "Baby, wake up. Please." Why does Kirk sound 
worried, scared? Lars cracks his eyes open and groans. "Thank fuck," Kirk says relieved as he props himself up 
on an elbow. 

"Wha' happ'n?" Lars asks groggily. 

"You passed out," Kirk informs him as he places his palm against the side of Lars' face. 

"| did?" Lars frowns. 

"Yeah. How're you feeling?" 


Lars takes a moment to assess his answer. "Fucking sore," he groans. "Tired" Kirk smiles and chuckles. "What?" 


"A little while ago you didn't even want to kiss me," Kirk says as he lightly strokes Lars' eyebrow with his 
thumb. 


Lars places his trembling hand over Kirk's then moves it to his lips, kissing the other man's palm. He then 
reaches up and pulls Kirk down for a slow, deep kiss. Their lips linger against each other's then Lars captures 
Kirk's lower lip between his teeth and sucks on it tenderly. 


When they part, Kirk presses his forehead against Lars’ and breathes in his scent. "I guess | don't have to 


worry about you freaking out when we kiss in public and on camera?" 


"Nuh uh," Lars sounds as he shakes his head slightly. "Can't wait to see the looks on Hetfield and Newsted's 


faces though" 

Kirk chuckles with Lars then kisses him tenderly. "I have a confession to make" 
"What's that?" Lars asks softly as he fingers Kirk's hair. 

"| have wanted to fuck you for the better part of a decade. 


Lars smiles. "Well, now you can fuck me for the next decade, and the one after that, and the one after that. 
Deal?" 


"Deal," Kirk smiles. He kisses Lars again before resting his head on the drummer's shoulder. 


END 


